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He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent tomeditation. 

And in no worldly due would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

2?w.Returne<g«od- Catesbjtozby Lord againe. 

Tell him my feIfc,theMaior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 
Nolcfle.importing them then our gencrall good, 

Ara come to haue fome conference with his grace. 

Cat. He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

B uc. A ha my Lord, thisRrince is not an Edward : 

He is not lulling on a lea wd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation .* 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs : 

Not fleeping to ingreffe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchful! loule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious piince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon. 

But fure 1 fearc we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

Ma, Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 

Enter Cates by. 

Buc. I fearc he will, how now Catcjbj, 

What fayes your Lord ? 

Cat.bly Lord he wonders to what end you hauc affcmblcd 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before : 

My lord,hefearcs you mcaneno good to him. 

' Sue. Sory I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpc& me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfedi loue to him, 

Ar>A fo once mere rcturne and tell his grace : 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

Ate at their beads, tis hard to daw them hence. 

So fweete is zealous contemplation. 

Enter BJeb, and two Btfiops aloft. 
tJWai, Sec where he Hands betweene two Clergimen. 
But. T woprops of vertue for a Chriftian Prince : 

To Hay him from the fall of vanity, 
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of Richard tbs Toil'd. 

Famous Plantageuet, moft gracious prince, 

Lend fauorable cares to my requeft : 

And pardon rs the interruption 
Of thy demotion and right Chriftian zeale. 
glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather doe befcech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the fcruice of my God, 

NcgloSt the vifitation of my friends : 

Butleauing this,what is your graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that Ihope which pleafethGod about, 

And all good men of this vngouernd Ile« 

Glo. I doe fufpe<ft, I haue done fome offence. 

That feemc difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance? 

Buc. You haue ray Lord : would it plcafe your grace 
At our intreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land ? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you tefigne 
The Supreaaie Seate,the throanetmaiefticall. 

The Scepter offi ce of your Anceftors. 

The lincall glory of your royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemilht ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildeneffe of your fleepie thoughts. 

Which hcere wc waken to your Countries good ? 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamy. 

And almoft Ihouldred in this fwailowing gulph 
Of blinde forgetfuilneffe and darke obhuion : 

Which to recouer we hardly folicite 

Your gracious fclfe to take on you the foucraignty^thercof, 

Not as Trotetlor, Steward, Subftitute, 

Nor lowly fa&or for an o.hers gainc ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth your Empeiie,your owne : 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your woriHipful! and very louing friends, 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

In this mft fute come I to mone your Grace. 

Gle } l know not whither to depart in filer.ee, 
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